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fhint Is money to Pegey or myself in such
an event In our livesT"

Constitutiona!l smiled. Ostensibly It wos
a smila of rellef. Really It was o smilo
Gcemonincal In expression, He was finossing
o bit Ho wus having his fun, was Cone
stitutional Smith,

T oum glad of that ma’am,™ ha an-
swered, “oot because it would have made
any difforence with e, bhecause [ cannot
blame the girle of toduy who marry for
money. DBut I didn't want hor disappointed.
If she wus msrrying mo for my moeney
thon I didn't want her to be disappointed
when she heard the nows, you know and-—""

“The news—" gusped Mra Robeson,
"what news?"

Constitutional rose to his feet and struck
an indeseribable attitude. Rarely had be
enjoyad n situation like the present

“Phat's just the polint, Mrs, Robeson™
he answered, I am a very much over-
rated man—and have heen alwny=s I have
been known as the Klondike king, because
I mado a small strike In the gnld falds.
And I did make money. But my Invest-
ments have failed. 1 am In & bad way.
Today,” he added, quictly and with a
strong hold upon his feelings, “today 1 am
almost without a dollar in the world.”

Mrs, Robeson turned white. “Not a
dollar In the world,” she echoed, feebly.

He smiled—again with relief, "“I'm glad
I told you,” he went on, hastily, “and I'm
glad, ma‘'am, to see that It makes no Jdif-
ference to you. 1 know that It makes
pone to Miss Peggy."

"You—you &re Joking, sir,"” exclalmed
Mrs. Robeson, *“you—you can't mean it
sir.”

Bmith Ianughed n hearty lnvgh. *“Mean
it,"" he nnswered, "of course I mean it
You'll find it out soon enough. Put what
of It? We can be happy together, you
and I and Peggy. We can get along, 1
am a mason by trade, and I can work at
my tronde, and—""

"Work at your trads? sald Mrs. Robe-
pon, suddenly turning faint. Work at a

trade? Her daughter's husband—work at
a8 trade. It was awfu! for her to con-
tempinte. 8She, who would sconer have

beon carried to her grave rather than have
her daughter enter the mont genteel kind
of omployment., And for her daughter to
have a husband that worked at & trade!

Constitutiona! 8mith Jid not seem to no-
tice the consternation visible In the ap-
pearunce of the good womag.

He tapped her lighily on the shouider.
*So it's all right, Mother Robeson,” he
continuned, “it's all right. I'm glad that
you really don't care about it and that
Poggy really likes me for myself, as you
bavs sald—and—and, it's all right.”

Now Mrs. Robeson looked at this man
who appeared to be so genfal, At first
8he was too shocked to think. Now she
revolved the matter in ber thoughts. There
wius something Incompatible, she thought
to herself, between the man's words and
his alr of galety—at least, it seemed so
to ner. Perhaps he wae trying her. Per-
haps It was true, Bhe was betwesn two
horns of o dllemma  Put she was pru-
dont.

“Mr. O'Keofn.,” she sald at length, *it
is hard to belleve that you have met with
such misfortune, 1f It bs so, then my
sympathies are with you. But [ sees no
reagon why it should make n differance to
usa.  Poggy's path in life may be less
smooth, but what of that—*

She moralizsed upon the subject for some
fifteen minutes. Bubt all that she sald
was tentative. Bhe did not commit ler-
melf.

"My, bt she's foxy,"” thought Constitu-
tional Bmith, And yet ghe was nothing
more than a certinin type of good Christinn,
prudent, far-socing, motch-making mothor
of the present age. Bul she was o match
for him, Constltutional €mith, strong-arm
man and swindler, Bhe left him Onally,
and when she left him he reaily did not
know just whero he stood. BHut ho knew
what would happen ultimately, and It wns
hin purpuse Lo bring things to a focus, nnd
AL onna,

“Don't exhibit too muech fondness for
him, Peggy.” sald Pegiy’s mother, before
she sent her (o again,

*No, mother, 1 shall not,"” ssld Peggy,
dutifully, “but why do you ask me not to?"

Her motber did not attempt to explain
the mystory.

“Mim Feggy," said Constitutional Smith,
& minute later, “I've talked this thing over
with your mother, and 1 don't (hink,” he
ndded with & shake of the hand, *‘that the
ald—that s, I don't think that your mother
looks with favor on my sult. She didn't
say just thaf, but that ls whal [ gather,
fhe's made up her mind to wait a few
days and think abaut It."

Peggy looked punsied. “Did—gid she say
all thut™ she asked.

“She didn't returned Constitutional,
"that is, not In words. But that is what
sho meant—1 can tell that, all right. And
Miss Pegey—u word In your ear. | wasn't
born yesterday., And I'm gemorally able to
sea through a plate giass window, If it's
fairly clean™

He paused and tooched her arm with
bis hand. "The wpahot of It all is, Miss
FPeggy. that 1 hate to vee you lose a good
thing like young Lorimer, and 1 hate to
pee lovimer lose a good thing like you;
and I'm nol golng to give yuu & chauce
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to ancept me or refuss me. I'm going to
withdraw my offer, I'm golng to get out
of ths rmice. And you needn’t bother about
me any more. 1 all over, Understand?
Only don't tell your good mothor—unot just
yet, that's all™

“All over,” repeatad Pogey Robesan,
“ahat—what do you mean?’ 8he could
hardly eredit her oars,

“Your mother'il tell you in dus timas
fust what I mean. IU'll come fast enough.
8he'll let you know. But it's all over and
ft's matisfactory all around, excepi, por-
haps, to your mothier. It's all over, 8o,
good by.*

Constitutional was ouldolng himaalf.
The siruin was becoming too great. 8o
ho held out his hand and attempted to
tear himmself away. Pegey's heart was
beating batd and fart. Bhe peemed o
o treading on alr. She exporionced sich
a sudden revulsion of feelingr that it quite
carricd her away. The Robeson In hor
nature cume to the frost,

“Walt n minute,” sghe said as she canght
him by the sleeve, “I-1—1'm going to kiss
you.™

"Kigs me,” ochosd Constitutionnl Smith,
amazed. “Why—why—what will what’s-
his-nume—what'll Lorimer zay about that?"

Pogry shook her head, 1 don't care
what he mays,'” she answered, “I'm golng
to kisg you—ihera" Constitutionnl blurhed,
made & break for the door and rushed from
the house. What he had fust undergono
econgidtuted one of the events of his life
time. And It waa not so bad, after all

Miss Pegry Robegon—what of her? Hhe
dld not, could not understand it, save that
shie had dme all she honestly could=her
copseience was clear, and she sought no
further oxplanation save that he had
gone, and gona for good and nll. Then
she sat down and wrote & note to John
TLorimer, consulting choemist

The ppt
phone bell rang vigorously.

Conastitutionnl felt In a good humor.
Blowly he wns narrowing these peaople
with whom It wns necessary for him to
come Into dally contact down to fust one
or two persons. He was simplifying mats
ters. He was lessoning the straln.

“Who s this?"*" he inquired with the re-
celver at his ear.

“Thisg,"” sald the man at the other end
“Is Cowen, Covington & Barrett™

Cowen, Covington & Barrett were the
lending law firm in Monros.

“Well?”* went on Smith.

“Well,” went on the man, “John Y.
Johnnon, the owner of that corner prop-
erty s here, He's been hore an hour,
walting for you to come and close that
title.”

*HBy QGeorge,” mald Bmith, *I forgot aH
about L He had, for he had never
heard about It. “Bay." he inquired, “can’t
you aljourn it for a couple of woasks?
I'm busy."

There was A pause. Finally ths wvoloe
once more made Iteelf heard.

“Johnson starts for New York the end
of this week. He can’t put it off. he says.
Wea've got 1o clore, Walt & minute, Heo
says Il ean go over tll tomorrow at the
ladest,. How ts thnt?T*

“"Well,” reluctantly answered Smith,
“that’ll do If you can’t do anything else.

Can't you put It over until he comes
book ¥
“Why," answered the wvolce, he lsn't

coming back, You knew that. We'll make
it tomorrow at noon. That's the best we
can do."*

“All right, answered Bmith. “Say, by
the way, what In the exact amount of the
check you want from me?"’

“I'Il tell you in two minutes,' answered
the other. There wis o long sllence, and
then the answer came In clear, unmls-
takuble tones, ‘“Ywenty-three thouzand
sovon hundred and sixty-nine dollars and
Afteon conts—gol that down all right™

“I've got It down, all right,” acqulescsd
Bunilth.  “1I'll be on hand."” He rang off.

"Twenty-three thousand dollara,’™ he ex-
claimed to himself, 1 haven't got 23,000
cents—hardly that, at any rate.”

But he was not easlly feazed. Naxt day
at noon he uppeared at the office of Cowen,
Covington & Boarrett and refused point
blunk to talkte the property. Ho sald he
didn't want (t, and that was ali,

The noxt duy at noon the firm of Cowen,
Cuvington & Barrett, having frst duly
tendered the Johinaon deed for the property,
began a specific performance action—the
sult of Johnson ngalast O'Keefes,

A week Inter anolber suit was commanosd
agninst blm by the venders of a minlug
eletm, for fallure to pay off an lnstallinent
of 280, snme weeks overdue,

Luter, the morigagee started the [fore-
closure of the mortgage on lLis house—
O'leele had bought It with a mortgage
wlready on It.  Thizs was commenced for
fullure to keep up the Interest. Smith,
who wis a good Uver, had heen using up
what moeney he had, and begun to live on
credit. It did not last long. In u fow
weeks the whole town knew the truth,

Billington O'Keefe was bankrupt, No-
body quite knew why he should be, but
he wxs. Al sorts of stories were Llold
nbout Bim, By some It was suld that he
had Hved on Mot und wind ever since his
return from the Klondike; by some that he
had spent & substuntial fortune on wine,
women and song Bverything was sald
nbout him that was bud-nothing that was
goud. Bo far thers were Lo Judgnients

morning Constitutional's tele-,

against him, but many sufts, and his notes
hnd gone 1o protest

Bmith hlmeelf held hia poace. e made
no representations, He simply sald that
evaryihing would come out all right If the
people would be patieat—just what every
bankrupt snyw

Bmith would have left town—hlg creditors
mudo lifs miserable for him-but he was
alfraMl Lo. He kpew that the plaln clotles
men were #till on the lookout for him.

Mrs. Patricin Jellife Hobeson went Into
& paroxysm of rage

“The impostor,” axclalimed she to her
daughiter, "“to come here, a walf In sheep's

clothing. T pretend to us that he wan
woalthy—the common, ordinary fellow--"
"HBut" protegied Pegry, enjoying the pit.

untion In spite of hoersell, "he never told
us that he wus vich. And I'm =ure that
he wian very honorable and stratghtfors
ward about 1t when he found out that he
wns poor. 't

M course,” mnapped Mrs, Robeson, her
hoart oaten out with disnppolntment,
“when he couldn't helpn t—when It would
ba known to evervbody In a few dave,
There's no merlt in that. And after prom-
ising us so miny things, too. A Vietoria
for me with two bays-—"*

"Why,” excinimed Pogey, “"what do yon
mean? He naver promised— What s
Lhia "

*Well, of course,” suld Mra. Robeoson,
*he never notually promiscd us anything,
But when we suppased ho was wealthy, It
fa Junt ns good as promising us thess things.
The e, The hig, clumsy, vulgnr boor,"

“What—what can we do about (t?" re-
turned Peggy, who hind oboyed Smith's in-
Junotion not to divulge the purport of his
st words, I told him [ would marry him,
I sm In honor bound to muarry bim,. You
told nie that you told him that woealth G

ot make any diforence to me-and you
were right, Whot shall I do?™
“Do nothiog," answered Mra. Roboson,

1 m=hall
and

“nothing. 1 shall 40 everything.
write him, and end the relation once
for ail™

This was just whal Peggy wanted her
mother to say. EBhe sighoed with rellof,
The responsibility was upon her mother's
ahioulders. Her mother wus doeciding for
ber. It was all right.

Mr. Constitutionn]l Smith, a day later, sat
in hig den with & brond grin on his faoce,
and the letter of Mre. Patricin Jelliffe
Robeson in his hand,

“That woman,"” he said to himself, “is
one of the very few women In this world
whom [ cun admire o whole lot. Bhe
knows what's what.”

He had barcly finished the Jetter when
a caller was announced and he descended
to the foor below,

By a strange colncldence, It was Miss
Peggy Robeson. “l1-1 ought not to have
come,” she wsald Ubreathlessly, “but I
wanted to tell you that I did not know—
I could not have known of your misfortune,
I want to tell you that it—the money—
could never have made any differcnce to
me. 1 don't think you have been treated
quite fairly by—by people; 1 wanted you
to know thiat I have irded to treat you
falely. 1 want to thank you for your con-
sideration—for your Kindneszs to me, I-I
want you to understand.'

Brith nodded He pulled from his pocket
a small photograph,

“I understand,” he auswered; “I upder-
stand, It's all right. Here's a photograph
that belongs to you, I'd Hke to—to Keep
it If you don't mind.,” ¥e Liushed, “Now,
Miss Pegey,” he went on, “don’t you minl
me, and 1 won't mind you. You just stick
to Johin Lovimer and tell Joha Lorimer to
stlck to you. Thal's all,

“But I'sn mighty glad you came, at
that,' he sald as she went.

John Lorimer—what of him? It was one
thing for 'sgzgy Hobeson, beloved of John
Lorimer; Il was ona thing for her to send
Bim forth into the night, & vietim of her
falthfulueas to duty. It was quite anuther
thing to ecall John Lorimer back. Lorluer
wat lke &'l voung men of gtrong feelings,
He had believod in her that night whon wh
had seat him forth—believed that perhaps
she wus right, perbaps he was wrong.

But not for long did he acqulesce In that
belief. The more he thought wbout it the
more he raged within himsclf.  In  his
manly selfishneszs he forgot her suffering;
forgot all wuffering but his own, His
whaole belng was filled with o great plly
for himself, o cvonsuming indgmation for
the trick which had ben practiced upcn
hi,

“She had no right,” ho kept rapeating
to bimself, "she had no right”

Ho boecame morese and stubborn. He
could soe now that she would not suffer;
snhe would live surrounded by all that
wealth could buy; she would live In luxury;
In the material thingas of e she wonld
revel, Tiut he—! 6Bhe had no right! It
was all wrong. He told Limselfl that it
woas not a mistoke; oand i I were not, I
wan nothing but o deliberate rejection of
himself for a rich mun, That wax all,
8he had called It by another nonme, It
may havoe been o duty—if so, it were a
ploasant duty. Thux he réasoned,

When he rocolved her note tolling him
what Bwmilih had said-o simple note, which
wae his due, which It wns exceadingly
proper for her to wrile—when he received
this note telling Wi everything there was
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to tell, he simply smilod. Tt did him good,
po he assurcd hlmsclf. When vwgly ramors
of the fimancial condition of Billington
iKeefe were clrouluted, he smijed still
e,

“Sho wan through with we” he mid O

himeslf, “through with me for Rillington
O'Koefe, Now thit ovoerybody I throagh
with Lillington O'Keefe, she hus torned

hm off, Now, I am through with her”
Where {8 the man whio has nol had thews
thoughta? John Lortmer was no exooplion
to the rule. Mo bad bean dlssppointed.
He know why and how and by whom he
hnd beon disnppolnted, Me underswod it

all. And to some extont it appealed 1o his
reagon,
PButl in the blindoess of his disappoint-

ment he turned in his thoughts vpeh thls
girl whom in hin deepent being ho know he
slill loved, s was through with lere
ghe was a trifler, Me wan through with
Lier forever,

Little Peggy Robeson walted and walted

for John Lorimer to comae, Hhe did not
wiite agatn,  Her mother epent her Umae
in bLemoauing the scarcity ol tich wmen

Hetweon whiles she rolieved
the subject of Billing-

In Maonroo,
her foellugs ugon
ton O'Kecle.

OUne rulny nlght, when thoe siorm drova
with unusunl fury sgeinst the window
puues, thoro was o horried ring at the
door of the Robeson hiouse. Al Lhe sime
time there came a peal of thander, with
the result thot Peggy's mother, who was
on the floor above, did not hear the bell,
whilo Pegey did,  Peggy answored (b

A young man hastily stepped n
looked nt Pepgy, sow that she wias
threw his bing min ¢onl wpon o
hesitated for o moment, and then—
he stepped quickly to her slde and
his arms alout her,

"Pogry- Peany girl,’” he whispered, "l
I had to corae, 1=1 couldn’t stand It any
longer, [ had (o come—sweet Pepggy.”

Peggy placed one hand upon bhis shoul-
der. Bl might have been digagrecalle
and stood upon her digoity. But ahe aid
not, Bho knew that sihe loved Lhis youmg
man and thet he Joved hor

“I knew—I knew you'd eoms,” she an-
swored. ‘There was an Increased rush of
raln without, He shuddersd.  “Thia* he
oxclalmed, iy almost like the night yoa
sent me away. I am giad to be baak™
he added. I couldn't gplay away.”

(To be vontinued)

Sure Signs

“Boy or girl?' they ntked him os he
hung his bat and coal on ithe rack In &
downtown bunk.

“iHow dk you know It7?*
man.

“You didn’t come In yestenday."

“Waeall T

“And you wero not sick.”

“Well

“You didn't slink in this morning with
the alr of o mun who Is afrald his excuse
Is tow lame for the old moan,*™

“It's a girl,” sald the young father,
etheoplshly.—New York Bun.

Aha, Jokesmith, Sic Him

“I have jJust retuwrned f(rom my vacas
tlon."

“How do you feel?"

“1 fool refreshed, Invigorated and ready
to tockle my business with new sest. [
spent my vacation at the seaside. Thers
Wi no sen serpent.  The hotel rates were
reasonable and the food was good. There
wery about as many men there as women,
The bathing sults worn by the women
were modest and In  good taste No
women felgned drowning in order to be
rascued and mavried. T had o very pleas-

ile
nlone,
chulr,
Then
Lhrow

flashed the

ant thme, indeed, and 1 hops to go agaln
next year."-—Clovelund Leader,




